DELL 

Exciting 



Dan Troop draws against three armed 
gunmen who barter for Johnny McKay's life. 
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THE HARD BARGAIN 




Suspecting that Johnny McKay has met with 
foul play from scheming outlaws, Marshal 
Troop searches for his missing deputy . . . 



And Dan discovers that he must face three 
gunmen in a showdown to save Johnny from 
the blazing guns of one revengeful man. 



DEBT TO A BADMAN 




Torn between loyalty to a friend and his 
duty to hia job, Johnny McKay halfheartedly 
goes on a man hunt with Marshal Troop. 
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Dan is wounded but continues to fight, for 
he knows that his deputy will need help to 
finish the job that they have begun. 
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ONE OF THE GAN6 
MEMBERS 15 HIT.., 




But after 
three hours 
op fruitless 
searching-., 



[■'S NO USE, MARSHAL! 
THEY'VE CLEAN »— ' 
PiSAPPEAREPJ \ 




THA TN lS HT...p 



WE LOST THEM, BUT 
MV GUESS 15 THAT 
THEY HEAPEP FOR 
THE BAPLANP5 1 



THAT'S ALL YOU'LL BE 

ABLE TO PO IS GU£SS, 

MARSHAL... 'CAUSE 

YOU'RE SURE NOT 

GONNA CATCH 'EM! 




.MEANWHILE , AT A CAMP IN THE BAPLANPS, MAX COREY 
CONFERS WITH HIS GUNMEN , Al_ ANP BART. . . 

I STILL SAV YOU'RE CRAZY, | BART'S RISHT! HITTING 
MAX! VOU CAN'T BUST BOB ONCE IN TROOP'S TERRITORY I 
OUTOPTHE LARAMIEJAIL... IS ENOUGH FOR ME I 

NOT WITH PAN TROOP THERE ! 



MAYBE YOU 6UYS ARE RlSHT I 
MAY&E I CAN'T BUST BOB OUT! 
BUT THERE'S ONE THINS I 
CAN PQ...ANP THAT'S MAKE 
I A TKAPE WITH TROOP! 




TwO NI6HTS LATER, AS PAN ANP JOHNNV 
MAKE A ROUTINE CHECK OF THE TOWN . . . 



JOHNNV MOVES POWN THE 
DARKENEP STREET ALONE.. 




Pan backtracks the street 
johnny was to patroi 




Pan troop poes 
not have long 

TO WAIT. . . 




THe NEXT MORNINS.N THE OUTLAW CAMP. 



COME ON, KIP-- -WE'RE 

HEADIN 1 FOR LAT1SO 

—, CANYON | 



WE'P SETTER BE THERE, 
KIP! IF HE'5 NOT, YOU TAKE 
A GOOD LOOK AROUNP... 
'CAUSE IT'LL BE THE LAST 
PAY YOU HAVE A CHANCE TQl 




OKAY, TROOPS 3UT IF THERE ABE 
ANV QUICK MOVES , THE KID GETS 
" "THE BACK! 




Bob corey and johnnv reach 
the mlp-polnt op neutralgrounp.. 



Then suddenly, jqmnnv goes into action ., 
SET 'EM, i f oOoooff; 





VOU TOOK A 
BIG CHANCE, I 
JDHNMVi 



NOT TOO BIG, MR. TROOP! 
NOT WITH VOUR GUN BACKING 
MEUP1 BESIDES, WE'VE 
WORKED TOGETHER LONG 
ENOUGH TO KNOW JUST 
ABOUT WHAT THE OTHER 
FELLA'S GOING 
TO DO ! , 

Ttffe 





The group of hard-eyed townspeople closed 
in around stout, mild-mannered Chester Evans, 
the village baker, as he stood among his aro- 
matic wares. 

"You're coming with us whether you like 
it or not," a man hissed menacingly. "The 
sheriff needs every able-bodied man he can 
muster to help gel that Blacketer gang." 

"But — but, fellows," the baker pleaded, 
"I'd only be in the way. I'm not very good at 
that sort of thing." 

"Listen, Evans." the sheriff said gravely, 
"the Blacketer bunch is so big, the only way 
we're going to stop them for good is to at- 
tack in force up at their hide-out in the hills." 

The rotund little baker sighed deeply and 
nodded assent as the sheriff handed him a 
brace ol pistols. He followed the others to the 
street and, minutes later, the ground trembled 
under the thunder of horses' hoofs as the men 
sped out of town. 

The sherifi's plan of attack was a simple 
one. By surrounding the hide-out, he hoped to 
overwhelm the outlaws by the sheer force of 
numbers and pin them down with gunfire until 
they surrendered. 

The posse rode to within a short distance 
of the outlaw stronghold. Then, leaving their 
horses, the men followed the sheriff as he 
led them stealthily forward on foot. All too 
soon for the frightened baker, they arrived at 
the outlaw shack, where each man took up the 
position assigned to him by the sheriff. 

As soon as his men were well-concealed, 
the sheriff called a warning to their unseen 
quarry. 

"We have you surrounded. You haven't a 
chance. Surrender before you're all killed." 

Gunfire greeted the ultimatum, and the 
battle began. 

From his position behind a small boulder, 
Chester Evans was alarmed to see men on both 
sides of him dropping... wounded. 

"This spot la too hot for me," ho gasped, 



leaping to his feet and scurrying forward to 
the protection of a larger boulder. 

Seeing the baker's panicky dash, someone 
shouted above the gunfire, "Stay down, you 
blamed fool." 

To everyone's surprise, the baker leaped 
out from behind his new hiding place, both 
guns blazing, and plunged blindly towards 
another boulder even closer to the outlaws. 
The answering fire from the outlaws was in- 
tense, but he was entirely oblivious (o the 
bullets thudding dully on the ground at his 
heels in the headlong dash for the security of 
a hiding place. 

The sheriff, however, noticed at once that 
Chester's erralic and seemingly foolhardy 
actions had drawn the concentrated attention 
of the men in the hide-out shack. Sensing 
his advantage, he gestured to his men oppo- 
site him. ( 

"Hey, the sheriff's signaling us to move 
forward," one of the men shouted. 

From all sides, the posse converged on the 
shack. Taken aback by this surprise move and 
already unnerved by the strange and unex- 
pected battle, the outlaws laid down their arms 
in surrender. 

Some time later, as the outlaws were being 
herded into town as prisoners, the sheriff drew 
abreast of the baker's horse and spoke in 
admiring tones. 

"If it hadn't been for you, we'd probably 
still be back there fighting," he grinned. "It 
took a powerful lot of nerve to expose your- 
self like that to draw their fire." 

"I didn't do it on purpose," the baker ad- 
mitted with a nervous laugh. "I was plumb 
scared to death, and didn't know what I was 
doing." He drew a shuddering breath before 
continuing. "I didn't really want to go forward, 
either. The only thing I knew for certain was 
ihat I had to get away from that nest of rattle- 
snakes hissing at me from underneath that 
second boulder." 



THE 
RENO 
KID 




OKAV, SO 
MV HANP5 ACE 

off you .' NOW 

. WHAT'S VOUF 
NAME? 



WBU»«. IT'S NOT 
REALL.V ANY OF 
YOUR BUSINESS 
SLIT MY NAME IS 
UPSON PAWKE6 




W/TW WE LAUGHTER XING-INO ' IN HIS EAX5, 
UP50M P>A\NKES BNTERSt? THE HOTEL.. 





THAT5 RIGHT /NOW. 
IF YOU TWO FELLAS. 
WILL JU5T BACK ' 
OFF A FEW 5T£PS 
WE'LL- GO TO 
PKAWIN 




ACCORPIWS TO SLIM, \ THERE COULD'VE 
THERE ARC TWO MEN BEEN WORE, BUT 
RIPINS WITH HIM! I DOUBT IT... ALL 

-J I SAW WAS TWO J 




THIS ISN'T LIKE JOHNNY... 
SOMETHING'S 80THERIN6 


1 HE SUBE DON'T 
LOOK TO ae 

' SICKi YOU 
S'POSE HE'S 
OUST PLAIN 
$CA*£0? 
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IT'S POSSIBLE., .BUT \ HE HAVE ANY 
WHY ALL OF A SUPPEN? CLOSE CALLS LATELY? 
HE'S BEEN THROUGH ^SOMETIMES IT/rfAKES 
THIS KIND OF THINS A BOY STOP AND 

BEFORE! I h^-,„ THINK.. 




Johnny m^kay is 
strangely 5ilent 
as the two men 

RIPE... 




CAN'T A WAN DO SOME 
THINKING WtTHOUTYOU 
MAKING A BIS THING OF 
IT? I DON'T ^WK. 
LIKE TALKING i 





GUESS MiVSE I AM 


■ «W .TnuuMV 


GETTING A COLP OR 




FORGET IT J 


SOMETHING 


...60RRY 
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THAT'S THE CAMP, ALL RIGHT.. .ANP 
LIKE SLIM TOLP US^THERE'RE TWO 
MEN WITH HIM .' 



JWif 



i*s? 



WE'RE TOO FAR AWAV TO 
MAKE AN APPROACH NOW.. 



>■"=- 3 ? k 



IF WE MOVE DOWN THERE, 
THEV'LL SEE US FOR SURE 
...ANP THAT'LL GIVE THEM 
TIMSTOSETOUT! OUR 
ONLV CHANCE IS TO MOVE 
DOWN UNDER COVER OF 
DARKNESS 




Finally, darkness falls.. 




Cautiously, the two men start their 
journey pown the moonlit tra11 



UP AHEAP WE'LL SPLIT L 
COME IN ON BOTH SIDES IN 
CASE THEY TRY TO RIDE 0' '" 




But the moment pan troop is out of sight... 





I HAVE TO SET TO KIMBLE ,S 
— BEFORE DAM POES : «Slg 
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Johnny ripes quickly to a spot just 
outsipe the outlaws' camp... 
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5/ THAT'S RIGHT, ] 
S LITTLE BILL! L. 


Atc/KAY.' 


'^w,|v^^ J-1L; 
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UTHATA/>W 
SABST YOU'RE 
VYSARINS, __ 
OLP PALT jB 


Hf I'M A DEPUTY... ■ 
I 1W LARAMIE 1 J 
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NOU POR&ETTINfi 1 NO... I HAVEN'T FORGOTTEN! 
L SOMETHING, -J THAT'S WHV I'M HERE RIGHT 
"KIENP? B THIS MINUTE! I'MPAVINS 
/HyDEST! 




ANP AS KIMBLE ANP HIS MEN RIPE OUT, 
PAN TROOP RICES IN FROM THE OTHER 
PIRECTION... 




Marshal troop is hit by an outlaws 
bullet but continues to fire at 
the fleeing outlaws... 




AS JOHNNY TENDS TO PAN'S 
HE TELLS HIS STORY... 



...AND LITTLE SI 
AND I PLAYED 
TOGETHER WHEN 

WE WERE KIDS 




NOW I'M TURN IN' IN MY BACXSE.' AFTER 
THIS J DON'T THINK YOU WANT ME AS 
APEPUTY... DON'T BLAME YOU. EITHER! 
AND BELIEVE ME, MR. TROOP, 
I WISH THIS HAD NEVER 
HAPPENEP.. 



YOU'RE NOT O.UITTINS, 1 AN ORDER, 
JOHNNY! AND THAT'S MR. TROOP? 
AN ORDER.' 





MAV8E THIS COULP HAVE BEEN AVOIPEP 

iFYOU'P TOLQ ME ABOUT IT.- 

KEEPING IT TO YOURSELF 
PlPN'T PO ANVBOPV ANV 
GOOP! BUT WHAT'S PONE 
IS PONE : 




THEN LET'S ff/0£, SOU'. WE'RE 
GOING TO GET LITTLE SILL KlMSLE, 
AMP Tt//S TIME YOU'RS NOT GOINS 
~t LET HIM GETAWAVi 





I HAVE QMS GOOP HANP, 

JOHNNY... YOU'LL OUST 

HAVE TO BE EXTRA GOOP 

WITH YOUR WOU 




A.NP THROUGH THE NIGHT THE THEN, AT PAWN.. 

LAWMEN RIPE HARP.TRAlLlNG 
THE OUTLAWS... 




Johnny and pan ride fast 

anp close THE SAP... 



I WE'LL HAVE TO FI6HT 'E«l 
FROM THESE ROCKS ! r- 




THIS ISASCLOSEAS \ 
WE CAN GET ON OUR 
HORSES, MR. TROOP! 1 


KEEP AFTER 'EM, 
JOHNNY! WE'LL 
-, MAKE IT! 


/ 
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Johnny hits one of the outlaws.. 



Pan winss another,.. 
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REACH, KIMBLE! J 


/ WHAAAA??? j 
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MRPi 













GIXWEA CHANCE. | VOU HAPVOUR 
PAL...FOROLP J CHANCE, LITTLE BILL! 
TIME'S SAKE! U. THIN6S ARE 

DIFFERENT NOW! 




MAVBE THIS'LL 
MAKEUPAUTTLE 

BIT FOR THE , 

TROUBLE I X^ 
CAUSBP .' 




SUESS THE FOLkS (THIS IS BETWEEN THE TWO 
IN TOWN ARE SONNA QF US, JOHNNY.. .VOU PAIP 
THINK I'M A TOOL, YOUR OEBT TO KIMBLE 

■"TROOP! I AND TO Me... IT'S PAST 

'history now : i wanted a 

PEPUTY J COULD COUNT ON, 

— ' ...YOU'RE ST«£ THAT 

DEPUTY! 



LAWMAN 




Wyoming has made many men famous, and 
many men have made Wyoming famous. Be- 
fore it became a territory of law and order, it ■ 
was a wild and woolly land which attracted 
men with personalities to match its own. 



One of Wyoming's best-known sons was Buf- 
falo Bill. From expert buffalo hunter, he 
went on to star in his own wild west show 
which featured, for awhile, Sitting Bui], fa- 
mous for his part in "Custer's Last Stand." 




Jim Biidger was another famous Wyoming 
character. One of the West's renowned trap- 
pers, he discovered the great Salt Lake and 
was among the first to report the marvels of 
what is now Yellowstone National Park. 



Kit Carson played a large part not only in 
Wyoming history but, as scout for John C. 
Fremont, he saved the soldier-explorer from 
massacre by Indians and guided him to his 
great role in making California a state. 




Wyoming's frontier days live for us in the present through the writings of Bret Harte 
and Mark Twain. In turn, their fame came to them largely through their tales of a West 
which they immortalized in fiction. 



LAWMAN 



A COMBINATION OF TROUBLE . 




When telegraph wires were first strung: across the Western plains, engineers 
expected the winter weather to interfere with the operation of the system- 
It did on occasions when severe storms snapped the wires; however, the real 
hazard and enemy of the telegraph was a combination of Indians and buffalo. 




At first the limbless trees, which the white 
men planted, did not arouse much curiosity 
among the Indians; but soon they regarded 
the "talking wire" as a supernatural device, 
and they began burning the poles. 



After the Indians were convinced that the 
telegraph could call for help when white men 
were under their attack, they cautiously cut 
the wires before making a raid and were 
away from the scene before help could come. 




On treeless plains, buffalo innocently tore 
down poles as they rubbed their shaggy 
bodies against them to scratch their itchy 
hides. Previously, any rock formation served 
as a scratching post for the woolly animals. 



To discourage the habit, sharp spikes were 
driven into the poles, but the buffalo enjoyed 
rubbing against the poles all the more as the 
spikes reached through the matted hair to 
relieve the deep-seated discomfort. 
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